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MARCEL SCHWOB 
1B KJOMPARATIVELY un- 
CI knownas Marcel Schwob 

(s Oy is among us he is by no 
Cw means a new-born writer. 

Seven years ago in “ Coeur Dou- 
ble” he had already proved him- 
self a thoughtful and clever crafts- 

-man, eager for all knowledge, 
keenly alive to the picturesque 
value of characteristic facts and 
appearances, sensitive to the 
pleasure of strangely primitive 
moods. And in later volumes he 
has not only shown an intellectual 
and vividly imaginative tempera- 
ment but has half consciously re- 
vealed its gradual turning from 
theories and horror to the child- 
like trust of the Children’s Crus- 
ade. @ Though Schwob wrote his 
first narratives and monologues in 
a very simple style and. dedicated 



them to Stevenson, he made their 
simplicity perverse and their rich- 
ness rather ghastly; he lived his 
imaginative life in a world of 
complex fear. Looking on the 
gods and nature as successful op- 
pressors he conceived both his- 
tory. and the inner life in terms of 
terror. He painted prehistoric 
man wide-eyed with natural terror: 
in an apparently libelous sketch 
of Rossetti he showed the artist 
seeking for sensations and over- 
come with hideous horror. But 
then, after gathering a variegated 
collection of criminals and depict- 
ing their life, he came upon a new 
emotion, sympathetic terror. This, 
thought Schwob, oddly rearranging 
Aristotle’s doctrine of EAEOI KAI 
MAGOE should lose itself in pity 
and give him peace. @ Still rest- 
less, however, and unrelieved by 
pity he diverted his imagination. 



He gazed on the infinite strange- 
ness of the past and the future, 
curiously eyed German metaphy- 
sics, and began to guess at the 
mysteries of man and the universe. 
Man’s life, he decided, is part of 
the Infinite Life, and men are 
God’s words, “conscious of their 
own meaning, trying to answer 
one another and Him; separate 
since we are words, but united in 
the sentence of the universe.” All 
these “‘words,’’ moreover, seemed 
to Schwob equally necessary to the 
completeness of God’s thought : — 
in comparison with the Infinite 
Reason, indeed, the differences 
between finite creatures became 
infinitesimal. But in the presence 
of God’s imagination, which for 
Schwob was the real world, these 
very differences gained the highest 
imaginative value; and noting 
them became the spiritual function 



of art,—the aim of hislife. With 
his imagination thus transcend- 
ently encouraged and his finite 
reason confronting the Infinite, 
Schwob created a series of vividly 
different kings, pirates, prostitutes, 
and children in “Le Roi au 
Masque d’Or,” and still searching 
for strange things, wandered into 
ever new regions of dreamland 
and art. His lust for newness he 
says was “the appetency of his 
soul.’”” And however that may be, 
he nourished his artistic power on 
Greek literature, De Quincey, and 
Heaven knows what not, and it 
grew in definiteness and delicacy. 
He wrote a set of tiny monologues, 
““Mimes,”’ in which the slightest 
word carries acute suggestions of 
classic scenes and classic charac- 
ter. Then leaving antiquity he fell 
into the power of Dostoievsky and 
Maeterlinck, and filled with mys- 



ticism and compassion saw at last 
the spirit which was to lead him 
to the Children’s Crusade. The 
world of terror, Schwob wrote in 
his “ Livre de Monelle,” had van- 
ished, and his “red kingdom”’ of 

_ Strangeness, in which “all things 
were rubbed with hot spices and 
lit by red candles,”’ had sunk into 
the ground. And in the midst of 
darkness a fragile, childlike being 
appeared saying: ‘Forget all 
things and all things shall be ren- 
dered to you again....” “And 
she who spoke,” cried, “A white 
kingdom! a white kingdom! I 
know a white kingdom.” ‘And 
forgetfulness,’ wrote Schwob, 
“penetrated within me and in the 
place of my intelligence was deep 
purity. Andshe who spoke tome 
cried again, ‘A white kingdom! a 
white kingdom! I know a white 
kingdom. ...’ And the kingdom 



appeared butit was walled in with 
whiteness.’ A step more and 
Schwob entered into this kingdom. 
He embodied in ‘‘Vies Imagi- 
naires” the keenly individual lives 
oftypical gods and men; then gave 
himself to the mood in which the 
greatest things seem no greater 
than the least. So the philosopher 
became for him no more important 
than the child, and reasoning much 
less’ significant than childlike 
dreams. Full of sympathy with the 
child crusaders whose faith cen- 
turies ago led them to slavery and 
death, he made himself imagina- 
tively, now their friend a wander- 
ing ignorant brother, now a leper 
their pathetic convert, now one of 
themselves; and he recounted in 
the naive words of each something 
of what each had experienced. 
Thus he gave life anew to these 
dead innocents, and in the cycle of 



their tales not only told the pathetic 
story of the crusade but recreated 
for us their tragic, their miraculous 
faith. At last, then, Schwob’s 
intellectual and imaginative 
wanderings were justified. They 
had brought him from horrorto the 
simplest love, and they had given 

him power to breathe into a 
delicately original form 

the tender spirit of 
the Children’s 

Crusade. 





CIRCA IDEM TEMPVS PVERI SI- 

NE RECTORE SINE DVCE DE VNI- 

VERSIS OMNIVM REGIONVM VIL- 

LIS ET CIVITATIBVS VERSVS 

TRANSMARINAS PARTES AVIDIS 

GRESSIBVS CVCVRRERVNT, ET 

DVM QVAERERETVR AB IPSIS 
QVO CVRRERENT, RESPONDE- 
RVNT: VERSVS JHERVSAL- 

EM, QVAERERE TERRAM SANC- 
AME. 55 ADHVC QVO DEVEN- 

ERINT IGNORATVR, SED PLVR- 

IMI REDIERVNT A QVIBVS DVM 

QVAERERETVR CAVSA CVR- 
SVS, DIXERVNT SE NESCIRE. 
NVDAE ETIAM MVLIERES CIRCA 

IDEM TEMPVS NICHIL LO- 
QVENTES PER VILLAS 

ET CIVITATES 

CVCVRRE- 
RVNT. 
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THE GOLIARD 
4&9) A miserable clerk wander- 

is any ing through the woods and 
SyzO) along the roads to beg my 

daily bread in our Lord’s name, I, 
a poor Goliard, have seen a godly 
sight and heard the words of little 
children. I know that my life is 
not very holy, and that I have 
yielded to temptation under the 
roadside lindens. Brothers who 
give me wine see readily that Iam 
little used to drinking it. But I 
do not belong to the company of 
those who maim. They are evil 
men who gouge out the little ones’ 
eyes, and saw off their legs, and 
tie their hands, so as to make a 
show of them and to implore pity. 
That is why I was fearful when I 
saw all those children. Doubtless 
our Lord will defend them. I 
speak at random, for I am full of 



joy. I laugh at the Spring and at 
what I saw. My mind is not very 
strong. I received a clerk’s ton- 
sure at ten years of age, and I 
have forgotten those Latin words. 
I am like a locust, for I hop hither 
and thither and I buzz, and at 
times I spread my colored wings, 
and my frail head is transparent : 
andempty. They say that Saint 
John fed on locusts in the desert. 
One would have to eat a great 
many. But Saint John was nota 
man fashioned like us. @ I am full 
of worship for Saint John for he 
was a wanderer and spoke ran- 
dom words. It seems to me that 
they must be sweeter. Thesnpring, 
too, is sweet this year. Never 
have there been so many white 
and red flowers. The meadows 
are washed clean. Everywhere 
our Lord’s blood sparkles on the 
hedges. Our Lord Jesus is lily 



colored, but his blood is scarlet. 
Why? Idon’t know. That must 
be in some parchment. If I had 
been skilled in letters I should 
have parchment and should write 
on it. And then I should sup 
very well every night. I would 
go into convents to pray for the 
dead brothers and I would write 
their names on my roll. I would 
carry my death roll from one ab- 
bey to another. That is pleasing, 
to our brothers. But I do not’ 
know the names of my dead 
brothers. Perhaps our Lord also 
does not trouble himself to know 
them. All those children seemed 
to me nameless, and it is certain 
that our Lord Jesus prefers them. 
They filled the road like a swarm 
of white bees. I know not whence 
they came. They were tiny little 
pilgrims. They had birch and wal- 
nut staves. They had crosses on 



their shoulders, and these crosses 
were all of different colors. I saw 
green ones which must have been 
made of plaited leaves. They are 
wild, untaught children. They are 
wandering toward I know not 
what. They have faith in Jerusa- 
lem. I think that Jerusalem is far 
off, and our Lord must be nearer 
us. They will not come to Jerusa- 
lem. But Jerusalem will come to 
them. And tome. The end of all 
‘holy things isin joy. Our Lord is 
here, on this reddened thorn, and 
on my lips, and in my poor words. 
For I think of him, and his sepul- 
chre is in my thought. Amen. I 
will lie down here in the sun. 
It is a holy place, for our Lord’s 
feet have sanctified all places. 
I will sleep. May Jesus give 
sleep this evening to all those 
white little children who bear the 
cross. Verily I say it to him. I 



am full of sleep. I say it to him 
verily, for perchance he has not 
seen them, and he must watch 

over little children. Mid- 
day weighs heavy upon 

me. All things are 
white. So be it. 

Amen. 
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THE LEPER 
>A SOF you. would understand 
ON RIX What Iam going totell you, 
$7é) know that my head is cov- 

ered with a- white cowl and that I 
shake a clapper of hard: wood. I 
no: longer know what.my. face is 
like, but I am afraid of my. hands; 
They run before me.-like. livid 
and scaly beasts. I would fain to 
cut them off. I stand ashamed 
before what they. touch. - They: 
seem to make the red fruits that I 
pick decay, and the poor roots 
that I tear. up seem to wither 
beneath them... Qomine ceterorum 
fiBera me! The Saviour has. not 
atoned for my pallid sin. .I am 
forgotten until the resurrection. 
Like the toad sealed beneath the 
cold of the moon in a dark stone, 
I shall remain enclosed in my 
hideous gangue when others rise 
; | 



again with their. bodies, bright. 
Momine ceterorum, fac me fiberum : 
fererorus sum. I am alone and full 
of horror. Only my teeth have kept 
their natural whiteness. Beastsare 
afraid and my soul longs ‘to flee: 
The light turns fromme. @ Twelve 
hundred ‘and twelve’ years ago 
their’ Saviour saved them, and*he 
did' not have'pity on me: I was 
not' touched by the bloody lance 
that “pierced his’ side. “Perhaps 
the blood of the Saviour of others 
would ‘have cured me. I often 
dream of blood: I might bite with 
my teeth; they are clean. Since 
he did not'deign to give it tome, 
Iam greedy for blood that belongs 
to/him. .'That is why I lie in wait 
for the’ children who come down 
from the land of Vend6éme toward 
this forest of the Loire. They had 
crosses and they were subject to 
him. Their bodies were his ‘body, 



and hedid not grant his body tome. 
I am encompassed on earth with 
a pale damnation. I spied about 
to suck innocent blood from the 
neck of one of his children — ef caro 
nova fief in die irae. On the day of 
judgment my flesh shall be made 
new. And behind the others walked 
a fair, red-haired child. I marked 
him; I bounded suddenly: I seized 
his mouth with my dreadful hands. 
He wore only a rough shirt; his 
feet were bare and his eyes re- 
mained placid. And he looked at 
me without surprise. So, knowing 
that he would not cry out, Ilonged 
to hear ahuman voice once more, 
and I took my hands from his 
mouth, and he did not wipe his 
mouth. And his eyes seemed far 
off. | Who are you? I said to him. 
Johannes the Teuton, he an- 
swered, and his words were limpid 
and healing. Where are you going, 



I said further. And he answered: 
To Jerusalem,;to conquer the Holy 
Land. Then I began to laugh, and 
I asked him: Where is Jerusa- 
lem? And he answered: I do not 
know. And I said further: How 
will you be able to go there? And 
he said to me: I donot know. -And 
I said further: What is Jerusalem? 
And he answered: It is our Lord. 
Then I began to laugh again and 
Iasked: Whatis your Lord? And 
he said to me: I do not know; he 
is white. @ And that saying threw 
me into fury and I bared my teeth 
under my cowl and leaned toward 
his pure neck, and he did not draw 
back at all, and I said to him: 
Why are you not afraid of me? 
@ And he said: Why should I be 
afraid of you, white wayfarer? 
Then great tears shook me, and I 
Stretched myself on the ground, 
and I kissed the earth with my 

= 



terrible lips, and I cried out: Be- 
cause I am a leper! Q And the 
Teuton child considered me, and 
said limpidly: I do not know. 
@ He was not afraid of me! He 
was not afraid of me! My mon- 
strous whiteness seems to him like 
the whiteness of his Lord. And I 
took a handful of grass and I 
wiped his mouth and his hands. 
And I said to him: Go in peace 
toward your white Lord, and say 
to him that he has forgotten me. 
q@ And the child looked at me 
without speaking. And I went 
with him out of the blackness of 
this forest. He walked without 

_ trembling. I saw his red hair 
vanish at a distance in the sun. 
Domine infantium, fibera me. May 
the sound of my wooden clapper 
come to you like the pure sound 
of bells. Master of those who do 

not know, deliver me! 
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POPE INNOCENT I 





POPE INNOCENT III 
3) BRQAR from incense and chas- 
4 ae) ubles I can. very. -easily 
cpu) speak: to: God: from below 
the worn gildings of this room in 
my palace. .Itis here that I.come 
to think. of my.old age, without 
having my:arms upheld. -During 
the mass my-heart mounts and 
my body becomes.rigid; the spark- 
ling of the holy wine fills my eyes, 
and,» my thought is anointed with 
the precious oils; but in this lonely 
place in my: basilica. I can bend 
under my earthly weariness. €ece 

of Foresurely the Lord :can- 
not’ really ‘hear the voice of. his 
priests through the pomp of de- 
crees and bulls; and. doubtless 
neither: purple: nor. jewels: nor 
-paintings-please‘him; but in this 
little cell perhaps he has pity on 
‘my imperfect stammering:: Lord, 



this little cell in my _ basilica, 
and counsel me. My servants 
have brought. me strange news 
from the countries of Flanders and 
Germany and from the towns 
of Marseilles and Genoa. Un- 
known sects are about to be born. 
There have been seen running 
through the cities women naked 
and speechless: These shameless 
mutes pointed to the sky.. Many 
madmen have.-preached’ ruin in 
the public. squares. » The hermits 
and the wandering clerks are full 
of rumors, and I know not: by 
what spell more than seven thou- 
sand children have been drawn 
from their homes. Seven thousand 
are: on the roads with cross and 
staff. ‘ They have nothing to-eat; 
they have noarms; they are help- 
less and ashameto us. They. are 
devoid of all true religion.) My 

servants have questioned them. 



They answer that they are going 
to Jerusalem to conquer the Holy 
Land. My servants told them 
that they could not cross the sea. 
They answered that the sea would 
part and dry up to let them pass. 
Good parents, pious ones and wise, 
tried to keep them back. They 
broke their bolts by night and 
climbed the walls. ‘Many are sons 
of nobles and of ladies. It is 
very pitiful. Lord, all these inno- 
cents will be given over to ship- 
wreck and to the worshipers of 
Mohammed. I see that the Sultan 
of Bagdad is spying on them from 
his palaces. I tremble lest the 
mariners seize on them bodily to 
sell them. @ Lord, suffer me to 
speak to you according to the for- 
mulas of religion. This children’s | 
crusade is not a good work. It 
cannot gain the sepulchre for 
Christians. It increases the num- | 



| ber-of vagabonds who wander on 
the outskirts of authorized faith. 
Our priests cannot protect it. We 
must, believe that the Evil One 
possesses these poor creatures. 
They are running in a herd toward 
the precipice, like the swine. on 
the mountain. -Lord, as you know, 
the Evil One gladly seizes children. 
Once he took the shape of a rat- 
catcher, that by the sound of his 
piping he might entice away all 
the little ones of the city of Hame- 
lin.. Some say that these unfor- 
tunates were drowned in the river 
Weser; some, that he shut them 
up in the side of a mountain. 
Beware, lest Satan lead all our 
children to the torments of those 
that know not our faith. Lord, 
you know that it is not well that 
our belief be transformed. As 
soon as it appeared in the burning 
bush you caused it to be shut up 



inatabernacle. And when it-had 
escaped 'from:your lips on Golgo- 
tha you» ordained. that. it should 
be ‘enclosedsin the pyx:and-imthe - 
monstrance:: These little prophets 
will ‘shake the edifice sof your 
church: That:must be forbidden 
them. © Is) it in odisdain: for: your 
anointed, who in your service have 
worn. threadbare their albs .and 
their ‘stoles and who have sternly 
resisted temptations to gain you, 
that you receive: those that know 
not what they do? We 1nust suffer | 
little children to come: unto you, | 
but by the way of:your faith. Lord, | 
I: have: spoken. to you according 
to your institutions. ~These chil- 
dren will perish. Under Innocent 
let there not be a new massacre 
of*the Innocents. €J Forgive me 
now, O God, that I have asked 
thy counsel in my papal crown. 
The trembiing of old age has 



seized me again. See my poor 
hands. _ Iam a very old» man. 
My faith is‘no longer the faith of 
little children. -The gold on the 
walls of this cell is worn by time. 
They are white. The sun’s orb 
is white. My robe ’is white also, 
and my withered heart is pure. 
I have spoken according to thy 

| rule. There are crimes. There 
| are very great crimes. There are 
| heresies. There are: very great 
heresies. My mind wavers in 
weariness; perhaps we should 
neither punish nor absolve. Our 
past life makes us hesitate in our 
resolutions.. I have seen no mir- 
acle. Enlighten me. Is'this.a 
miracle? What sign hast thou 
given them? Is the time come? 
Wilt thou that a very old man, 
such as I, should be in his white- 
ness like thy pure little children ? 
Seven thousand! Though they be 



ignorant in their faith wilt thou 
punish the ignorance of seven 
thousand innocents? I also am 
Innocent. Lord, I am innocent 
like them. Do not punish me in 
my extreme old age. Long years 
have taught me that this flock of 
children can not succeed. Never-— 
theless, Lord, is it a miracle? My 
cell remains peaceful, as during 
other meditations. I know that 
we need not to implore thee, for 
thee to manifest thyself; but from 
the height of my very great age, 
from the height of thy papacy, I 
pray thee. Teach me, for I do 

not know. Lord they are 
thy little innocents. And 

I, Innocent, I do not 
know, I do not 

know. 
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THE THREE CHILDREN 
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THE THREE CHILDREN. 
A OA three, Nicholas who can- 

A “a not speak, Alain and Den- 
VMwylis; started along the roads 

to go to Jerusalem. We have 
beer. walking a long time. White 
voices called us in the night. They 
called all little children. They 
were like the voices of birds that 
have died in winter, and at first 
we saw many poor birds stretched 
on the frozen earth, many little 
birds with red throats. Then we 
saw the first flowers and the first 
leaves and we plaited crosses with 
them. We sang in the villages, as 
we were wont to do at New Year’s. 
And all the children ran tous. And 
we went forward like a flock. Some 
men cursed us, not knowing the 
Lord. Some women held us back 
by our arms and questioned us, 
and covered our faces with kisses. 



And besides, good souls brought us 
wooden bowls, warm milk, and 
fruits, and every one pitied us. 
For they do not know where we 
are going and they have not heard 
the voices. @ In this land there 
are thick forests and rivers and 
mountains and paths full of briars. 
And beyond the land is the sea 
we are going to cross so soon, and 
beyond theseais Jerusalem. We 
have neither governors nor guides. 
But for us all roads are right. 
Though he cannot speak Nicholas 
walks like us, Alain and Denis, 
and all lands are like and alike 
dangerous for children... Every- 
where there are thick forests and 
rivers and mountains and thorns. 
But everywhere the voices will 
be with us. There is a child here — 
called Eustache who. was born 
with his eyes sealed: He holds 
his arms stretched out and smiles. 



Wesee no morethan he. A little 
girl leads him and bears his cross. 
Her name is Allys. She never 
speaks and never cries; she keeps 
her eyes fixed on Eustache’s feet 
so as to hold him up when he 
stumbles. We love them both. 
Eustache will not be able to see 
the holy lamps of the sepulchre. 
But Allys will take his hands and 
make him touch the flag-stones of 
the tomb. @ Oh, how beautiful 
are all earthly things! Wedo not 
remember anything because we 
have never learned anything. But 
we have seen old trees and red 
rocks. Sometimes we passthrough 
long darkness. Sometimes we 
walk until evening in bright mead- 
ows. We have shouted Jesus’s 
name into the ears of Nicholas 
and he knows it well. But he 
cannot say it. He rejoices with 
us at what we see. For he can 



open his lips for joy, and he fon- 
dles our shoulders. And so they 
are not unhappy; for Allys watches 
over Eustache and we, Alain and 
Denis, watch over Nicholas. 
People told us that we should meet 
ogres and were-wolves in the 
woods. They were liars. Noone 
has frightened us; no one has hurt 
us. The lonely and the sick come 
to look at us, and old women light 
lights for us in their cabins. The 
church bells are rung for us. The 
peasants look up from the furrows 
to watch us. The animals, too, 
look at us and do not run away. 
And since we have been walk- 
ing the sun has become warm- 
er, and we no longer pick the 
same flowers. But all stalks may 
be plaited in the same shapes, 
and our crosses are always fresh. 
Therefore we are of good hope, 
and soon we shall catch sight of 



the blue sea, and beyond the blue 
sea is Jerusalem. And the Lord 

will let all of us little children 
come to his tomb, and the 

white voices will be 
joyful in the 

night. 
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FRANCOIS LONGUEJOUE, 
CLERK 





FRANCOIS. LONGUEJOUE, 
CPERK 7 
Siis day, fiftcentB of tbe month of 

SeptemBer after Caster, in the 
pear of our Bord twefve Bundred and 
twefoe, there came into the office of 
mp master Hugues Ferré, many cBif- 
dren who asked fo cross the sea to go 
to the Bofp Sepulchre. Gnd since 
the said Ferre Bas not enough mer: 
chant vessefs in the port of QUMlar- 
seiffes, Be commanded me to caff on 
master Guiffaume (Pore fo fiff out the 
number. (Wlasters Hugues Ferré and 
Guiflaume Hore wiff conduct the ships 
to the Bofy Band for fove of our Lord 
Seous CBrist. Wore than seven thouz 
Band pete of wBom we sia 
Bavage tongues, are now scattered out: 
side the city of Warseiffes. Mccord: 
inafy the Bonorabee sheriffs, fearing 



famine, met together in the town Bouse, 
wohere, after defiBeration, thep caffed 
for our said masters fo erboré and en: 
treat them fo send fort§ the ships with 
much speed. She sea is now not verp 
favoraBbe Because of the equinor, But 
we must consider that such a concourse 
miabt Be dangerous fo our ood town, 
espectafly since these chifdren are aff 
famiaGed By their fong journep and inow 
not what hep do. J Bave Bad the 
pa a sah hi rete mie tbe 
ships equipped. ta§ tide can 
Be draqaed into the water. Bz sre 
of cBifdren is not in the city, rather 
hep Save overrun the Beach, gathering 
sbheffs for pifgrimage Badges, and it is 
said that thep marvel at the star-fish 
and imagine that hep Bave faffen afive 
from tbe skp fo show them the wap of 
fhe Zord. Gnd as fo this strange bap: 
pening this is what J Bave to sap: 



first, tat i€ ts fo Be wiabed that mas: 
ters Bugues Gerré and Guiffaume 
oa promptfy fead this foreign turz 
ufence out of our cifp; secondfp, that 

the winter Bas Been verp severe, where: 
fore fhe ground is poor this pear, 4 
thing weff fnown fo aff our traders; 
thirdfp tat our Wother the Church 
Bas Been in no wap advised of the pfan 
of this Borde from the (orth, and that 
she wiff not meddfe in the madness of 
a cBifdieh armp (turBa infantium). 
Gnd we should praise Wasters Hugues 
Serré and Guiffaume (Pore as much for 
the fove that they Bear our good town, 
as for their obedience fo our Bord in 
sending their ships and conboping em 
at this equinoctiaf season, and despite 
areat danger of attack from the infrdefe 

who scour our seas in their 
feffuccas from Bfaiers 

and Bujeiab. 
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THE CALANDAR 





THE CALANDAR 
y mh LORY to God! Praised be 

s7, the Prophet who has per- 
(=x) mitted me to be poor and 

to wander through the towns call- 
ing on the Lord. Thrice blessed 
be the holy companions of Mo- 
hammed who founded the divine 
order to which I belong! For I 
am like him when he was driven 
with stones from the infamous city 
which I will not name, and when 
he took refuge ina vineyard, where 
a Christian slave had pity on him 
and gave him grapes and was 
touched by the words of faith at 
the fall of day. @ God is great! I 
have passed through the towns of 
Mossoul, and Bagdad, and Bosrah, 
and I have known Sala-ed-Din 
.(God rest his soul) and the Sultan 
his brother Seif-ed-Din, and I 
shave beheld the Commander of the 



Faithful. I-live very well on a 
little rice that I beg and on the 
water that men pour into my cala- 
bash. I preserve the purity of my 
body. But the greatest purity in- 

'~ habitsthe soul. @ It is written that, 
before his mission, the Prophet 
fell into a deep sleep upon the 
ground, and two white angels des- 
cended on the right and on the 
left of his body, and stood there. 
And the white angel on the left 
opened his chest with a golden 
knife, and drew out his heart 
whencehe pressed the black blood. 
And the angel on the right opened 
his belly with a golden knife, and 
drew out his bowels which he 
purified, and they put back the 
entrails in their place, and from 
that day the Prophet was pure to 
announce the faith. That is a su- 
perhuman purity which pertains 
especially to angelic beings. Yet 



children also are pure.’ Such was 
the purity which the:-prophetess 
longed to beget when she percei-. 
ved the halo about the head of 
Mohammed’s father and tried to: 
join herself to him.- But the father. 
of the Prophet became one with 
his wife Aminah, and the -halo 
vanished from his:brow,-and thus 
the prophetess knew that Aminah — 
had conceived a pure being.: Glory: 
to God who purifies... Here, in the 
porch of this bazar, Ican rest, and 
will greet the passers-by... Rich 
cloth and jewel merchants are 
squatting on the: ground. There 
is a caftan that must be worth a 
thousand dinars. =. As for me'-L 
need no money and am as free as 
a dog. . Glory be to. God! @ Now. 
that I.am in the shade I remember 
the beginning of my» discourse. 
First I spoke of God; than whom 
there is none other God, and of 



our holy Prophet who revealed 
the faith; for that -is. the origin ‘of: 
all thoughts ‘whether they come 
forth from the mouth or whether 
they be traced with°a reed: ‘In 
the second place I considered the 
purity which God has granted’ to 
saints «and angels:' In the third 
place, I meditated on the purity of 
children. ‘Indeed I have just'seen 
a gréat.:number of: children’ who 
have: been“bought by ‘the Com- 
mander of the ‘Faithful. I saw 
them onthe highway. They 
walked like a‘flock of sheep. “It 
is said that they are from the land 
of ‘Egypt and that Frankish’ ves- 
sels“landed them ‘there.’ Satan 
possessed them; ‘and they tried*to 
cross the ‘sea to’ go to Jerusalem: 
Glory be'to God!< He’ has not suf- 
fered*’so. great @ cruelty to ‘be 
accomplished:::) For these poor 
children. would’ have died’on the 



way, having neither support ‘nor 
provisions. They are altogether 
innocent. And at the sight of them 
I threw myself on the ground and 
I smote the ground with my fore- 
head, praising the Lord with a 
loud voice. € Now these children 
were ordered thus. They:>-were 
clothed in white and they wore 
crosses sewed on their garments. 
They did not know where they 
were, and did not seem to be 
troubled. They keep their eyes 
steadily fixed on the distance. I 
noticed one of them that was blind 
and that a little girl held by the 
hand., Many have red hair and 
green eyes. They are Franks who 
belong to the Emperor of Rome. 
They falsely worship the prophet 
Jesus. The error of these Franks 
is manifest. First it is proved by 
books and miracles that there is 
no other word than the word of 



Mohammed. Next, God day by 
day allows us to glorify him and 
to seek our bread, and he com- 
mands the faithful to protect our 
order. Finally, he refused light 
to these children who, tempted by 
Eblis left.a distant land. And he 
did not manifest himself to warn 
them. And if happily they had 
not fallen into the hands of the 
Faithful they would have been 
seized by the fire-worshippers and 
chained in deep caverns, and those 
cursed ones would have offered 
them as a sacrifice to their devour- 
ing and detestable idol. Praised 
be our God who does all things 
well and who protects even those 
who do not: confess him. God is 
great! I will go now into this 
goldsmith’s shop and ask my share 
of rice, and proclaim my scorn for 
riches. If it please God all these 
children shall be saved by faith. 



LITTLE ALLYS 





LITTLE ALLYS - 
Oa 6O).CAN - hardly; walk now, 
AN rHK because we are in a burns 
MGvQ@® ing country. where--two 
wicked men of:Marseilles brought 
us. At first we were tossed by the: 
sea fora black day in the midst of 
the fires of heaven. But my little: 
Eustache: was not:frightened, be- 
cause he saw nothing and because 
I held both his: hands. bam-very’ 
fond of him.and I came here for. 
his: sake. For: I do not know: 
where we are going. We-have 
been gone so long: ‘The others: 
talked to us,about the city cof 
Jerusalem: which is beyond the 
sea, and about our Lord- who 
would betheretoreceiveus.* And 
Eustache knew our Lord: Jesus 
well, but he did not know what is 
Jerusalem, or a_city, or the sea. 
He fled to obey voices, andheheard 



them every night. He heard them 
in the night because of its silence, 
for‘he cannot tell night from day. 
And ‘he questioned me:about these 
voices, but [could tell him nothing. 
I know nothing, and I-am only 
troubled about:»Eustache. °« We: 
walked nearto:Nicholas and Alain: 
and Denis; but they: embarked in 
another :vessel,iand all the vessels 
were no ‘longer:there when the 
sun came out again.: Alas, what 
has become of them.:. We: shall 
meet them again when. we: are 
near our Saviour. It is stills very 
far: They talk of a great king who! 
has sent for us:and who holds: the 
city of Jerusalem: in» his power. 
In this country.everything is white; 
even their houses and their rai- 
ment are white, and the -wom- 
en’s faces are covered with veils. 
Poor \Eustache cannot. see this 

whiteness, but I tell him > of» it 



and he rejoices. For he says it 
is a sign of the end. The Lord 
Jesus is white in a white coun- 
try. I am very tired, but I hold 
Eustache by the hand so that 
he shall not fall and I have not 
time to think of being tired. We 
will rest to-night, and as usual 
I will sleep by Eustache, and if 
the voices have not forsaken us I 
will try to hear them in the clear 
night. And I will hold Eustache by 
the hand until the white ending 
of our great journey, for I must 
show him the Lord. And surely 

the Lord will have pity on 
Eustache’s patience, 

and will grant 
Eustache 

sight. 
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GREGORY IX 
by EHOLD thedevouring sea, 

a) yi it seems innocent and blue. 
ase) Its folds are soft and it 

is bordered with white, like a 
heavenly robe. It is a fluid sky, 
and its stars are alive. On this 
rocky throne whither I have let 
them bear me from my litter, I 
meditate concerning it. Truly it 
is in the midst of all the lands of 
Christendom. It receives the sa- 
cred waters in which the Precursor 
washed away sin. On its shores 
all the saints have bended their 
heads, and it has rocked their 
transparent reflections. Mysteri- 
ous great anointed, lacking both 
ebb and flow, lulling azure set in 
the ring of the world like a liquid 
jewel, I question you with my eyes. 
O Mediterranean Sea, give back 
to me my children! Why have 
6 



you taken them from me? @ I 
never knew them. Their young 
breathing has never fondled my 
old age. They have not come and 
besought me with their tender lips 
half-opened. Alone, like little vag- 
abonds, full of blind and furious 
faith, they rushed toward the 
promised land and were destroyed. 
From Germany and Flanders, and 
from France and Savoy and Lom- 
bardy they came toward your 
perfidious waves, holy sea, with 
vague, whispering words of ador- 
ation. They went even to the city 
of Marseilles; they went even to 
the city of Genoa. And you car- 
ried them in ships on your broad 
foam-crested back; and youturned 
and stretched your green arms to- 
ward some and kept them. And 
the rest you betrayed by leading 
them to the infidels; and now they 
pine in Eastern palaces, captives 



of the worshippers of Mohammed. 
@ In former times a haughty king 
of Asia caused you to be beaten 
with rods and loaded with chains. 
O Mediterranean Sea! who shall 
pardon you? You are woefully 
guilty. It is you that I accuse, 
you only, sea, falsely limpid and 
clear, evil phantom of the sky; I 
call you to judgment before the 
throne of the Most High on whom 
depend all creatures. Consecrated 
sea, what have you done with our 
children. Lift up to him your 
cerulean face; stretch out to him 
your fingers shivering with bub- 
bles; shake your unnumbered pur- 
ple laughter, let your murmuring 
speak, and justify yourself to him. 
@ Dumb are your white mouths 
which die on the beach.at my feet. 
In my palace at Rome there is an 
ancient, ungilded cell which age 
has made white as an alb. The 



pontiff Innocent was wont to with- 
draw thither. It is said that he 
meditated there long on the chil- 
dren and their faith, and that he 
asked the Lord forasign. Here, 
from the height of this rocky 
throne, in the free air, I declare 
that this pontiff, Innocent himself, 
had the faith of a mere child, and 
that he shook his weary locks in 
vain. Iam much older than Inno- 
cent; I am the oldest of all the 
vicars whom the Lord has set here 
below, and I only begin to under- 
stand. God does not manifest 
himself. Did he aid his son in the 
Garden of Olives? Did he not for- 
sake him in his greatest agony? 
Oh, what childish madness to call 
on him forhelp! Alleviland all trial - 
dwell only.in us. He has perfect 
trust in the work moulded by his 
own hands. And you have be- 
trayed his trust. Divine sea, be 



not astonished at my words. All 
things are equal before the Lord. 
The superb reason of men is of no 
more worth, in the measure of the 
Infinite, than the little, rayed eye 
of one of your beasts. God grants 
the same care to a grain of sand 
as to the emperor. Gold ripens 
in the mine as perfectly as the 
monk reflects in his monastery. 
All parts of the world are as guilty 
one as another when they do not 
follow the course of mercy, for 
they proceed from him. In his 
eyes there are neither stones nor 
plants nor animals nor men, but 
creations. I see all those white 
heads that leap above your waves 
and melt in your waters; they 
spring up but a second in the light 
of the sun and they can be damned 
or chosen. Extreme old age gov- 
erns pride and enlightens religion. 
I feel as much pity for this little 



mother. of pearl shell as for my- 
self. That is why I accuse you, 
devouring sea, you who have 
swallowed up my little children. 
Remember: the Asiatic king who 
punished you. Butthat king was 
not a century old... He had not 
undergone enough years. He 
could not understand the facts of 
the universe. I, then, will not pun- 
ish you. For my accusation and 
your murmuring would come to- 
gether to the feet of the Most High 
there to die as the seething of your 
drops dies at my feet. O Medi- 
terranean Sea I pardon you and 
absolve you. I grant you most 
holy absolution. Go and sin no 
more. Like you I am guilty of 
sins I know not of. You contin- 
ually confess yourself on the beach 
with your thousand moaning voi- 
ces, and I confess myself to you, 
great sacred sea, through my 



withered lips. We confess our- 
selves one to the other. Absolve 
me and I will absolve you. Let 
us return to ignorance and purity. 
So be it. What shall I do on 
earth? Let there be an atoning 
memorial, a memorial of the faith 
that does not know. Ages to come 
must see our devotion and must 
not despair. God led the little 
child crusaders to himself by the 
sea’s blessed sin; innocents were 
massacred; the bodies of the in- 
nocents shall have a resting place. 
Seven ships went down at the 
Hermit’s Rock; on that island I 
will build a church of the New 
Innocents and there I will found 
twelve prebends. And you will 
give me back my children’s bodies, 
sacred and innocent sea; you will 
carry them to the beaches of the 
island, and the prebendaries shall 
place them in the church crypts; 



and above them they shall light 
eternal lamps in which the holy 

oils shall burn, and they shall 
show pious travellers all 
thoselittle white bones 

at rest in the 
darkness. 
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